IV
SYLVIA

HOLDING the views he did, Lord Roehampton was
naturally upset when he received a packet con-
taining some twenty letters addressed to his wife
by Sebastian. At the first casual glance he saw
enough to tell him everything, and with a quick
movement he pushed the packet into a drawer of
his writing-table and shut the drawer upon it as
though upon a serpent that had bitten him. Then
he sat back and stared at the drawer. All the reflec-
tions usual to a gentleman in that unfortunate
situation incontinently began to course through
his mind, and need not be repeated in detail here;
honourable incredulity was followed by reluctant
conviction, reluctant conviction by conventional
indignation, conventional indignation by primi-
tive rage, and primitive rage finally was cancelled
by simple, human grief. Lord Roehampton stared
at the drawer, a very unhappy man. Had Sylvia
chanced to come in at that moment he would have
spoken out, no doubt of it, then and there; as it
was, he had time to collect himself, to take counsel

152